THE BEGUILING OF PETEE GEIGGS

" ' Good man be damned! ' lie said. ' I don't want
yer two dollars. I'll take this and call it square/
Then he put my precious Cosway in his pocket and
without another word walked out of the room."

" But wouldn't they give it back to you when you
went for it ? " I blurted out.

Peter leaned back in his chair and drummed on
the arm with his fingers.

" To tell the truth, I have been ashamed to go. I
suppose they will give it back when I ask them. And
every day I intended going and paying them the
money, and every day I shun the street as if a plague
was there. I will go some time, but not now. Please
don't ask me."

" Have you seen none of them since ? " inquired
another of his visitors.

" Only the Bostonian. He walked up to me
while I was having my lunch in Nassau Street yes-
terday.

" ' I came out better than you did/ he said. c The
pass was good. I used it the next day. Just home
from the Hub.' "

"Accomplice, maybe," remarked Peter's third
visitor, " just fooling you with that architect
yarn."

" Buncoed that pass out of somebody else," sug-
gested the second visitor.